troublefome %dgne 

leh. And are you gone? The diueJl be your guidj. 
Proud rebels as ye are to braue me fo: ° ' 

Saucie,vnciuill checkers of my will. 

Your tongues giue edge vnto the fatall knife. 

That fhallhauepalTage through your traitVotis throats 
But hu/ht, breath not bugs words too loonc abroad 
Leaf! tinjepreuent the ifluc of my reach* * 

j^rthur is dcud, (,therethc corziue growes s 
But while he liu’d, the danger was the more; 

His deathhath freed me from u thoufand fcarcs 
But it hath purchaft me ten times ten thoufand foes. 
Why all is one,fuch lucke Iball haunt his game 
To whom the diucll owes an open fhamc: 

HU life a foe thatlcueld atmy crowne. 

His death a frame to pull my building downe. 

My thoughts harpt ftill on quiet by his end, 
Wholiuingaymed fhrewdly at my roomer 
But to preuent that plea, twice was I crown’d. 

Twice did my fubie^fs fwcarc me fealty, 

And in ray confciencc lou’d me as their liege, 

Jn whofe defence they would haue pawnd their hues. 
But now they llaun me as a Serpents fling, 

A tragy ckc tyrant, (lernc and pittilcffc. 

And notatitIefollowcsaftcr/cJ&», 

But butcher, bloodfuckTr,and murthercr. 

What Planet gouern’d my Nativity, v 
TobodemeSoueraigne types of high eftatc. 

So interlac’d with hellilh difeontent. 

Wherein fell fury hath no intereft. 

Cur ft be the crowne,chicfc author of my care,' 

Nay curft nny will, that made the crowne my care: 

Ciirft be my birthday, curft tentimes the wombe 
That y ecldcd me aliue into the world. 

Art thou there villaine: furies havnt thee ftill. 

For killing him whom all the world laments. 

Hak. Why beer’s my Lord your Highnes hand & fealc, 
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Charging on lines regard to doc the deed. 

lahn. Ah dull concciptcd Pefant know ft thou not 
It wasa damned execrable deed: 

Seale? Oh villaine, both our foulcs 
Haue fold their freedomc to the thrall of hell, 

Vnder the warrant of that curfed Scale. 

Hence villainc,hang thy felfe.and fay in hell 
That I am comroing for a Kingdomc there. 

Btfhert. My Lord, attend the happy tale I tcll,i 
Forheauens health fend gathan packing hence 
That iuftigates your highneftc to dcfpaire. 

If death bcdifmall to be heard, 

Bandiethenewes for rumors ofvflttBth: 

Heliaesmy Lord,thefwcctcft youth aliue. 

In health, with eyefight, not a hayre amifle. 

This heart took.c uigor from this forward hand, 

Making it weake to execute your charge. 

lohft. What, hues hee/ then fweete hope come home a- 
Chafe hence dcfpaire, the purueyor for hell. (gen, 
Hyc Hnbert, tell thefe tidings to my Lords 
That throb in paffioas for young Arthurs death: 

Hence H»^ert,ftay not till thou haft reueald 
The wilhed newes of Arthurs happy health. 
Igoemyfelfe, the ioyfulftman Jtliue 
T« ftorie out this new fuppofed crime. Exeunt, 

The end ofthefirfi psert. 
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